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None - one shot 


James wasn't sure whether he liked the big Christmas party or not. 


On the plus side, his friends were there and there was lots of beer to drink. On the minus side, there were a 


lot of people there he didn't know and James always felt a bit out of place at large social gatherings. 


James leaned against a wall, beer in hand and searched for his buddies in the crowd. Cliff was talking to a 
pretty girl under the massive Christmas tree. Dave was annoying Ron by walking round with a sausage roll 
held over his nose and making elephant noises. And there was Lars, loading cheese potato chips onto his plate 
and chattering away to one of the musicians from Cliffs band who James didn't know the name of. James' 
gaze stayed on Lars and he couldn't help but smile. Lars, with his fluffy hair and radiant green eyes. Lars with 
his tight jeans, through which the curve of his ass was clearly visible. 


James longed to run over, grab Lars and kiss him passionately. 


Hang on though James cautioned himself. Thats too desperate. You wanna look like some tucking fangirl, James? 


You gotta be more classy than that. 


James took a gulp of beer and as he tipped his head back, he realised that he was standing under a sprig of 
mistletoe. A big grin spread across his face. 


James was about to call Lars over when he realised that the room was just too noisy. What with loud rock 
music playing and everybody talking, Lars wouldn't hear him. What he needed was somebody to bring Lars to 


him. 


Then along came Dave, carrying a couple of doughnuts. James cautiously stepped out from under the mistletoe. 
When Dave saw James, he stopped and smiled. 


"Look James" he said, holding the doughnuts up to his chest. "I've got boobs!" 


"Dude, how much have you had to drink?" James asked. Dave screwed up his nose thinking. "OK, never mind 


that. Can you ask Lars to come over here for me? | need a little word with him 

"Uh, why can't you ask him?" said Dave. 

"Cus, erm.l've got beer and it might get spilled in the crowd’. James held up his glass helpfully 

"Ohhh, sure" said Dave. He set off again, this time heading for Lars. James smiled gleefully and positioned 
himself back under the mistletoe. 


FE FE EE E AE E E EE E FE E E E WE WE WE E E E E E E WE E E E F E EE OK Æ 


"Hey Lars!" Dave said to the little Danish guy. Lars looked at him enquiringly, then at the doughruts in his 
hands. 


"Yeah yeah, you can have one" said Dave, handing over a doughnut. "Anyway, James sent me. He says he wants 


a little word with you". 
"Um, what about?" Lars asked, licking sugar off the doughnut. 


"| dunno". Dave shrugged. "Knowing you, you've probably annoyed him". He strolled off towards Cliff before Lars 


could say more. 


Uh oh Lars worried. What can I have done? Maybe it was the other night when | got drunk and put James’ briefs 
on over my jeans and ran round saying | was Superman Or maybe it was when | used his shaver to shave that 
plug outta the dogs fur. Or maybe it was when | sneezed and accidentally headbutted him when he was watching 
the big game the other day and | made him miss the home run 


Lars glanced over to James nervously. James beamed at him and beckoned him over. 


Well, he doesn’t look mad. | guess | better risk it but if his hands look like they're about to give me a wedge, Im 


gonna run like fuck 

"Hey Lars" said James. 

"Hi James". Lars smiled brightly. 

"Uhh, Lars" James began, suddenly feeling embarrassed. He had imagined himself all masterful, sweeping Lars 
up in his arms and kissing him. Instead, he was blushing like a furnace and his hands had tuned all sweaty. 
Rubbing one hand on his jeans, James swallowed and pointed up with the other one. 

Real smooth, James James silently cursed himself. Lars must think youre a night dumbass! 

‘Ohhh, mistletoel" Lars said eagerly. He looked at James and giggled. "You're blushing!" 

‘lam not!" said James at once. 

"Yes, you are". Lars leaned forwards, putting his hands behind his back "So, are you going to kiss me then?" 
James wanted to run away in fear but that wasn't a cool thing to do. Ok, its now or never he told himself. 
James put his arms round Lars and pulled him close. Lars cuddled up and James felt his embrace returned. 
Taking a deep breath, he pressed his lips to Lars' and kissed him. 

Lars' lips were soft and he tasted sweet from the doughnut he had been eating. The sugar from the doughnut 
brushed against James’ top lip and tickled him as he kissed Lars. James felt Lars holding him tighter and 


returning the kiss eagerly. 


At last they broke apart, breathless and both a little shy. Lars giggled again and James hung his head 
forwards so that his long hair hid his face..but he was smiling too. 


"Come on James" said Lars, taking hold of James’ hand. "Let's go get a drink". 
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James and Lars made their way across the room, heading towards a table with a big bowl of fruit punch on it. 
"Say, l'm so glad you wanted to kiss me" Lars said. "When Dave told me you wanted me, | asked him what for 


and he said you were probably annoyed at me". 


"Oh fuck Dave! Not literally of course" said James. He glanced over to Dave, who was now making glasses out 


of a pair of ring doughnuts. "He's such an asshole!" 


"Awww, he's cooll He gave me a doughnut" said Lars. 

"| know, | tasted it" said James, winking at Lars. Lars blushed and smiled. 

As James filled two cups of punch, he looked back towards the mistletoe, where they had shared their special 
kiss. His aunt and one of her friends were standing right under it. James aunt noticed; she pointed up and 


chuckled. Suddenly, an evil plan came to James. 


Leaning across the table, he tapped Dave on the shoulder. "Hey, Dave" he began.. 


The End 


